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"WE GOT TIRED AND WENT AND DID SOMETHING 


THE ASBURY PARK REBELLION 
LIBERATION News Service 

ASBURY PARK, N J. (LNSj -- "The governor de- 
clared Spnngwood Avenue a disaster area .. shit! 
That place was a disaster area since I was borm" 

Springwood Avenue is the West Side ghetto's 
decaying main street- It runs from the town Line 
up to the railroad tracks > where the levee cross- 
ing gate sits like a border checkpoint into the 
white downtown- It was on Spt ingwood Avenue that 
the Jersey State Police fired round after round 
of shotgun pellets into a black crowd following 
a rock-and-bctt le fight between blacks and cops , 

The state troopers 3 who had come to protect 
Asbury Park f s white businesses gram the fires 
and window -breaking that began a few days before > 
shot down one hundred people and injured hun- 
dreds more y many seriously - 

Four of us, white, went to Asbury Park to ask 
the community what had happened, Wc drove down 
white Main Street on the East Side of the tracks 
until we got to Spnngwood - which was blocked 
off by police lines marked "Danger''" We "turned 
into the street anyway, live minutes latex our 
car was surrounded by combat -he imet ed state pol- 
ice* Their shotguns still at hand as they oc- 
cupied the shattered, burnt -out street, the cops 
told us to get the hex! out. 

We drove back out to Main Street, Fifteen min- 
utes later we had crossed the tracks again 5 on 
foot this time.- and we were standing in iront of 
a grammar school gymnasium- turned -emergency-cen- 
ter, talking about the "disaster area” with Mike 
Norflett, a stcc^ykid with a broad 6 nn, a clen- 
ched fist button on hn chut . and a white band- 
age wrapped around hie arm 

It wasn’t until quite a way into our conversa- 
tion that we tound out that Mike’s bandage coh- 
ered a buckshot wound intiicted by a trooper’^ 
gun. 

When we stepped to taik to Mike we were 
looking for directions to the west oiue Commani ty 
Center, a place where Springwood /wenue people 
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who were burned or intimidated out of their houses 
by the police could find a place to sleep. 

But when we checked out Mike’s fist button, and 
noticed a friend of his in the gym doorway smoking 
a joint, we said "Power to the people:" We decided 
to rap with them and forget about directions * 

"you want an idea of why black people around 
here are angry? Me and two friends were down on 
the boardwalk last week; in one of those bou- 
tiques, a knicknaok store. The owner, he’s white, 
came over to us and told us to get out. Now every- 
one buys knicknacks. But we were niggers, you dig? 
The man thought we were gonna jump around in his 
store, . .well, we said to him, there’s plenty of 
hippies coming into this store, and they jump 
around too* But he said to getout, and we said this 
is a public place, we got a right to be here. Well, 
either he had to let us stay, or close the store 
down , He closed it down, and it’s stayed closed 
every since!" 

What else goes on in this Atlantic beach re- 
sort town, sixty miles from New York City? 

"You can't get a job around here," Mike told 
us, Unemployment in Asbury Park, in the black 
community, is over 20V When the population of 

22.000 (8,000 bl a ck) swells with tourists to 

100.000 in the summer, there are jobs SO c"But 
they’re for out-of-town college kids, from as far 
away as Florida, Some are black, but they’re college 
kids," Even so, they earn far less than the minimum 
wage. Asbury Park merchants are afraid to hire 
local black people, since they have to be fired in 
the fall when the boardwalk turns deserted . 

Do black people hang out on the beach? 

"Man, the beach costs a buck arid a half to 
get on it Besides, who wants to sit and roast 
in the sun? We’ve got a nice pool back here on 
the West Side," Mike explained. He turned around 
and pointed to a recently built, dusty basketball 
court and playground -- "Ihat was just to keep 
black people calm for the summer, too." 

But this summer black people of Asbury Park 
didn’t stay cool, 

"On Saturday night, after a dance," Mike said, 
"We got tired and we went and did something." 

The first targets oi the bands of angry young 
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blacks were the white-owned businesses on Spimg- 
wood Avenue, A fishmaiket, a drag store, a 
clothing store. Springwood Avenue i .-pc hicok 
away from Main Street, Asbury Park’s reaJ down- 
town shopping street, just on the ocher side 
of the tracks. But Springwcod Avenue had -- up 
till the riot -- one each of each kind of basic 
store, so black people rarely had to cross the 
tracks except for major shopping e>peditions. 

Windows kept breaking for the next few 
days, and fires broke out. Asbury Park City Cops 
in "combat uniforms" (looking like mechanics 
with signs on their backs reading "POLICE") 
tried to keep a lid on things , But on Tuesday, 
people turned their attention from the shabby 
two-story buildings on Springwcod across the 
tracks to the relative luxury of Main Street. 

A large group of black kids began moving 
down Springwood across the tracks, breaking 
windows and painting slogans cn the sidewalks 
and walls: "Fight for your riots- 1 " "Kill the 
pigs!" 

The State Police had arrived earlier, with 
baby-blue helmets and dcubie-0 gauge shotguns. 

The force, almost to a man ; was lily-white. As 
the crowds surged past the rundown Asbury Park 
City Yard, a dumpy collection of whitewashed 
service sheds, the State police opened fire and 
kept shooting. 

"Over the heads of the crowds , . .Bullshit, 
man, bullshit!" Every black person we talked to 
in Asbury Park angrily derided the State cops’ 
claim. More than one hundred people were hit 
with buckshot during the onslaught, m the head, 
in the belly, in the legs, in the arms. We met 
an eight -year -eld kid wno saw a tour -year -old 
kid take a pellet in the stomach, "A -guy this 
size," he said pointing to his chest, three 
feet above the ground, "ana the oops say they were 
firing over our heads." 

When the community began to clean up, ban- 
dage their wounds and get together politically* 
their first and most angrily insistent demand 
was for the occupying force of state troopers 
to get' the hell cut . 


The "mini -invasion" of Main Street by 
young black people was the cops’ signal for 
a brutal , all-out assault on Springwood Ave- 
nue . 

We got a sharp, photographic, collective 
description of that assault from the bunches 
of people gathered on the porch of the West 
Side Community Center, an old, wedding-cake 
style stucco house. Mike had told us not to 
head over there -- that the spontaneous or- 
ganization of growingly militant and angry 
black people might not relate - too' well to 
four inquisitive white reporters, radicals or 
not. We arrived at the Center in the car of 
a black high school teacher who knew about LNS 
and introduced us to one of the men standing 
on the lawn. He said he’d talk to us about 
what happened, but he insisted that he 
wasn’t a leader * 

"We don’t need leaders, we don’t vairt 
any. If people want to talk to you, they 
will.” 

We explained who we were and that we 
wanted to hear the real story of the police 
attack from the people who were there. Dozens 
of those people, many wrapped in' clean white 
bandages, all with taut, angered expressions, 
were coming and going near the Center. Oc- 
casionally. a cop car' would snake by, and 
the talking would stop. 

Before long, five or six people were 
telling us in severe, emotional voices 
about what happened when .the troopers began 
to move back down Springwood Avenue on 
Tuesday night. 

(STORY CONTINUES NEXT PAGE) 
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What happened to these people happened to them 
all together -- there really weren't any ’’personal” 
experiences as the bullets flew and the cops threw 
women, men and kids through plate- glass windows or 
smashed into them on the hot street corners. They 
spoke to us m a communal voice: 

"I just wanted to help my brothers and sisters 
out ther to the best of my ability ..I crawled 
from behind the church on Union Avenue all the way 
over to the street My wife wasn't there- . . 
those troopers really did their t hing . . - they 
broke the window of this store, see, after the 
brother inside came out to check out the scene, 
he saw a sister being beaten, and they broke the 
windows and beat up this guy inside. - . They fired 
into the place across the street .They didn’t 
oare what they were firing at 

"They weren't firing no birdshot over our 
heads, they were firing 38s at our bellies... - 
No, brother, it was 45s I got a shell to prove 
it, -..-Well, we know it was double -oughts (heavy 
shotguns) This is the problem, if this is 
supposed to be our future [he points to a little 
kid] , why shoot him ? 

"Somebody's gonna pay. Somebody's gonna pay." 
Then a young woman came out and announced 
that there was going to be a meeting: to discuss 
the community's demands; to insist that the 
occupying troopers leave; to work out their col- 
lective political future We were still rapping 
with some people, but everyone except the really 
small kids wanted to get to the meeting. The 
hell of the "net" nights was still with these 
people, but they were more anxious to get together 
with their sisters and brothers to map out a 
political future : than to keep on rehashing the 
scene on that bloody night over on Spnngwood- 
Finally even the kid:? event into the meeting, 
and it was beginning to ram 

We walked b ack down the street toward the 
grammar school gym where Mike and some friends 
were collecting bLankm and sheets Hiere were 
more homeless people than just rhor-e whose places 
were burned out; do:ens or oth “n were sitting 
at home when the cop- -:mc p-ur.dmg on the doors 
and windows, telling them they’d better learn or 
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they’d be m plenty of trouble So they left, 
many later returning to find their homes tom 
apart by the troopers. 

Fourteen - year -oid Vomca Johnson, also in 
high school and a friend of Mike's, met us 
outside the gym and told us, without much intro- 
duction, that "This is just the beginning, not 
the end-" She said it several times in between 
observations about their neighborhood- She 
told us that the large pleasant- looking 
woodframe houses around the school were crowded 
with more families than they were built for 
We asked Mike where he had bought his fist 
button "At the Black Boutique," he told us e 
"They got hit by a fire, didn’t they?" we 
asked. "Yeah, they have a black salesman, but 
the place is owned by a white man," Vomca 
answered . 

Mike, who was open and warm with us, was 
no less bitter than Vomca about the reality 
of black-white relations in Asbury Park. 

Hundreds of troopers were still on the streets 
(they would finally be withdrawn the next 
Monday), though negotiations between city 
officials and the black community suggested 
that tonight might be the first night in a week 
without a curfew 

Mike looked at us before we left. "If we're 
good little niggers, there’s no curfew- But 
if we're bad little niggers, you know there is," 
We left around dusk and walked back toward 
the railroad tracks, the visible border between 
this colony and its oppressors. Mike had told 
us how he had approached the State Police who 
were guarding that border during the ghetto 
rebellion. He wanted to cross into the white 
east side "Do I have your permission, sir, to 
cross the tracks 7 " he smiled. That particular 
approach grew out of an incident he had heard 
about the night before A black sister had been 
found on the wrong side of the tracks by a pack 
of state troopers They beat her, kicked her, 
and dragged her back to "her" side of the border 
We walked along the tracks, which stink of 
tar, toward the Sprmgwood Avenue grade crossing 
and stood looking down the avenue back into the 
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We walked along the tracks, which stank of 
tar, toward the Springwood Avenue grade crossing, 
and stood looking down the Avenue back into 
the ghetto. Small groups of people stood sullen 
and angry on the sidewalks, in front of the 
stores. The stores were shattered and twisted, 
but the street is still where people live in 
the hot summer,. Some were carrying alubs; and 
the State Police cars filled with helmeted sol- 
diers continued to prowl. Above the streets, in a 
tangle of telephone wires, a billboard asked, 

"You had it made in the Navy -- have you got it 
made out there?" 

A middle-aged black man, conspicuously 
alone, was stumbling half-drunk down the tracks 
towards Springwood. When he reached the inter- 
section where the shooting had begun, he turned 
toward the Asbury Park City Yard. We saw that he was 
carrying a large bottle, 

A small girl walked by just then, rhythmic- 
ally hitting a pair of sticks together . After 
she passed, the man suddenly reared back, and 
with a sudden burst of energy and rage, hurled 
the bottle at a window in the City Yard. 

Four blocks away, over the -tracks and down 
Springwood Avenue, the community was holding 
a meeting. The people who had run militantly to- 
gether on Tuesday toward Main Street, who 
had been shot down just where the lone and 
angry man hurled his single bottle, were 
beginning to plan the next step, 

-30- 
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[Note to editors: Several weeks back, you may 
have noticed "en route to Africa" after the names 
of two people in our Table of Malcontents. We 
sent Mike and Andy there because the established 
press keeps Africa so distant, unreachable and 
alien to us by coverage which often amounts to 
little more than a public relations snow-job on 
behalf of the projects launched by American and 
European companies and governments to exploit 
Africa's human and natural resources as fully 
as possible , This is the first of two stories 
on Ethiopia and if you look in the back of your 
packet, you* 11 find some fine pictures to go 
with it.] 

ETHIOPIA: "SOMEDAY WE TOO WILL RISE" -- 
A VISIT TO A VERY POOR LAND 

by Andy Marx 
LIBERATION News Service 

(Editor's note: Mike Shuster and Andy MarXj 
two people from the staff collective of Liberation 
News Service > are now travelling in Africa to 
visit and observe the revolutionary forces that 
will shape the future of that continent . This 
story recounts the desolate poverty Andy and 
Mike found behind the facade of Haile Selassie's 
flashy court . Incidentally > Ethiopza is the 
largest recipient of U,S* military aid in Africa %) 

ADDIS ABABA, Ethiopia (LNS) -- In travel 
brochures the Ethiopian government loves to dote 
over its glorious history, over the imperial 
dynasty that extends back directly (so they say) 
to the union of Solomon and Sheba from the 
present holder of the throne with all its euphonic 
and impressive-sounding titles, Haile Selassie I, 
King of Kings, Elect of God, Conquering Lion of 
Judah, etc. and etc. 

There is good reason for this praise of the 
past. His Imperial Majesty has done practically 
nothing during his reign to lead the country 
out of that past. As a result Ethiopia is by 
most standards the most backward country in Africa 
and his loyal subjects have begun to feel that 
tradition and the esteem in which their emperor 
is held by many foreign countries are scarcely 
a substitute for an adequate diet. They have 
come up with their own titles for Haile Selassie -- 
"the old bastard" -- and their own views of his 
value to the country -- "Put the Lion of Judah 
in the zoo." 

The problem for the government has gone a 
lot further than insults to Haile Selassie's 
imperial vanity. In Eritrea, the province of the 
"empire" which runs along the Red Sea, an armed 
Page 


national liberation movement which began nine 
years ago with 13 men and a few antique rifles 
had developed into a highly effective force 
capable of ruling most of the countryside and 
launching daring strikes into the major towns 
of the region. This year they celebrated May 
Day in Asmara, the Eritrean capital, with the 
daylight execution of two of the emperor's most 
important aides in the region, the chief of 
police and Haile Selassie's personal advisor in 
Eritrea. 

In the rest of the countryside there have 
been occasional peasant uprisings. Addis Ababa 
itself has seen several coup attempts and the 
development of a sizeable and combative student 
movement. The government has responded with re- 
pression and with moves to further solidify its 
alliances with the Western powers, in particular 
the United States, And so after more than a 
month in Algiers and the United Arab Republic, 
we found the plane to Addis bringing us safely 
back to the free world. 

THE CITY 

Arriving in Addis Ababa by plane, you swoop 
down over beautiful open countryside, a high 
plateau of green pastures and temperate climate. 
You are served a delicious breakfast. And if you 
have forgotten to bring along something to read, 
or if, like me, the things you do have to read 
are not likely to go over too well with a govern- 
ment that bans subversive literature with great 

i, 

gusto (going so far as to ban an issue of \ Time 
Magazine for its mildly unflattering look at 
Ethiopia) then you pick idly at the travel bro- 
chures with their raptures about Ethiopian hist- 
ory and dramatic photographs of the seven wonders 
of Addis Ababa. 

Once you land, you find that Addis Ababa is 
something else again. The seven wonders are 
there, all right -- the post office, the commer- 
cial bank, the municipality building, the Addis 
Hilton, fabulous tokens of Ethiopia's progress. 
And they serve an excellent, though unintended, 
function. They throw a glaring spotlight on the 
poverty and misery of the rest of the city and 
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of the people who inhabit it. 

Even the government must have realized this 
At any rate, they tried to do something about it. 
They tried to hide the rest of the city. Along 
the main avenue that runs from the post office up 
to the municipality building they put up a fence 
of corrugated metal. It's not very pretty, but 
it's a lot prettier than what's behind it, 

* * ♦ 

The government’s attempts to cover over the 
conditions of life in Addis Ababa are not very 
effective. They can’t be. With its feudal land- 
holding system which requires peasants to pay as 
much as two-thirds of their produce in rent and 
taxes, with a per capita calory intake lower even 
than India's (1,622 vs 1,950 calories per person 
per day), the Ethiopian countryside pours people 
into the city 0 The city hasn’t got much to offer 
them. But they come anyway. They come in numbers 
that can't be hidden, either in the streets or in 
the government's statistics, which now place unem- 
ployment in Addis Ababa at around 35% ; 

And so the streets of Addis Ababa become a 
panorama of suffering, of lepers and cripples 
begging, of shoe-shine boys shining shoes (many 
of these "boys" well into their twenties), of 
prostitutes in such great numbers that the going 
rate is about ten cents, and of people who just 
sit, doing nothing. Talking to the men who lounge 
idly on the grass, in the shadow of the monumen- 
tal municipality building, the stories are almost 
always the same; 

"I went to school for four or five years. 

Then I couldn't go any more 0 I couldn’t pay for 
the books and anyway my family needed money. So 
I came to the city. But there is nothing for me 
to do here. No work. No money, I wait," 

They wait, many in each crumbling mud shack, 
without food, without work, without hope, 

THE COUNTRYSIDE 

But the city is not representative of Ethio- 
pia. Even its revealing contrasts are somewhat 
deceptive. In the countryside, where 92% of the 
Ethiopian population lives, there are no contrasts. 
In the countryside almost everyone is destitute. 

Even before we went into the Ethiopian coun- 


tryside, statistics had given us some idea of 
what to expect : an infant mortality rate of almost 
50%, forced labor for landlords and for the church 
(itself a major landlord, owning as much as one- 
third of the land area according to many estimates), 
taxes to the government, rents to the landlord, 
frequently a tithe to the church, generally leaving 
the peasant with between one-fourth and one-half 
of his produce (reports estimate that about two- 
thirds of the farmers in Ethiopia are tenants) . 

These statistics tell some of the story. 

But there is a lot more to it. The first thing 
we learned about the Ethiopian countryside from 
direct experience was how difficult it is to get 
to it. Much of the countryside is practically 
inaccessible. There is a statistic for this too, 
the fact that 60% of the Ethiopian population lives 
more than half a day away (by mule) from any road. 
But it takes grinding and bouncing along, perched 
high on top of a truck loaded, with flour and cloth 
and other passengers, for more than three days 
while you cover only 150 miles before you get an 
inkling of what that statistic means. 

What it means is the excitement that greets 
the truck when it does arrive at the villages 
dotted along its route -- because the truck is 
virtually their only contact with an outside world, 
their only means of public transportation, and 
their only means of receiving essential goods. 

The truck-drivers carry an arsenal because of 
bandits and when you're sleeping on top of a truck 
at night and there are lions roaring around the 
bottom, it's nice to have an arsenal. 

We find an ancient way of life among these 
people who have no other contact and so go on 
working their tiny tenant plots with wooden plows 
and hoes and building, for homes, crude domes of 
thatch with one tiny door-opening. To us it is 
an unfathomable calmness we see in the sturdy 
young man who sees leprosy eating away his foot 
and creeping up his ankle and simply wraps a ban- 
dage around it so he can keep on walking and work- 
ing and keeps on walking and working. Two young 
Americans feel a deep inaccessibility about the 
whole world into which they have plunged themselves, 
a mental inaccessibility that can be breached when 
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you squat and share a gourd of camels* milk and 
a cigarette and a smile, but lingers nonetheless. 

This inaccessibility is increased by the 
suspicion and resentment which the peasants show 
toward any strangers, educated Ethiopians or 
whites, city-dwellers. Because that is one con- 
trast that they feel intensely. Especially when 
most strangers who do visit them are interested 
in one of two things, rent or taxes. 

The city and the government are from another 
world, a hostile one. And the government recog- 
nizes this by placing armed guards at bridges 
against the likelihood of someone trying to bomb 
out that one link with the city. (It has been 
tried several times in the past at the bridge over 
the Blue Nile that links Go jam Province with 
Addis Ababa.) 

Conversation would be difficult at any rate, 
since less than 3% of the rural population has 
enough education to speak even a few words of 
English. (English is required in the schools 
after third grade.) With this added barrier, 
communication becomes almost impossible. 

So it was something of a surprise to me 
when in the small town of Mega in southern Ethio- 
pia, on our last day before crossing into Kenya, 
a man approached me across the sun-baked square 
of packed earth and spoke to me in English. 

**Where do you come from?" His voice was soft, 
high-pitched, his English clear but intoned with 
the sing-song lilt of Amharic. 

"I come from the United States." 

"Oh, that is very bad. It is a slave state. 
There are many rich people there who treat black 
people and poor people very hardly." 

"That is true." 

"Us, too, they treat very badly. We, who aie 
simple peasants, who want only a plot of earth and 
some maize, but they come and they put up this 
Selassie who betrays his own people." He stared 
at the ground for a while, "They have their 
bases, the emperor has his palaces (76 of them 
throughout the country), and we live like slaves," 

"But that can change. Look at Vietnam." 

"Someday, we too will rise. We will throw 
out the Americans and their Selassies and Kenyattas . 


And then we will all be equal before God... 
even before man." He turned and walked away, 
into the sunlight and the dust. 

-30- 

########### ########################## 

MATERIALS ON AFRICA AVAILABLE 

CAMBRIDGE, Mass. (LNS) -- The Africa Research 
Group, an anti-imperialist organization, 
does research, prepares reports, and distributes 
a wide range of pamphlets and booklets about 
different facets of the struggle in Africa, inclu- 
ding critiques of U.S. influence in that continent. 

For a complete list of the materials ARG 
has to offer, write: Africa Research Group, 

P.0. Box 213, Cambridge MA 02138. 

-30- 
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SAIGON STUDENTS BATTLE POLICE; 

SOME AMERICANS GET INTO IT TOO 

LIBERATION News Service 

SAIGON (LNS)-- Over 1,000 South Vietnamese stu- 
dents battled police here on July 11 in the midst 
of an attempted march on the American embassy. 

Among the marchers was a group of American liberals 
including Episcopalian Bishop Paul Moore and Sam 
Brown of the Vietnam Moratorium Committee. Both 
men are part of an international group organized 
by the Quaker Fellowship of Reconciliation* to seek 
out local pacifists, according to the Washington 
Post. 

Riot police broke up the rally with tear gas 
and clubs, as they have done repeatedly against 
students and workers who demonstrate against the 
Thieu government and for immediate withdrawal of 
U„So troops from their country. Among those 
arrested in the current demonstration were three 
American newsmen who were wearing black armbands 
given them by the demonstrating students. One of 
the newsmen-- John Steinbeck IV, son of the 

famous novelist and a former soldier in Vietnam- 
had his credentials cancelled by his employer 
CBS News as a result of his involvement in the 
demonstration „ 

— 30— 

********* * * ******************************^**^^^^^^ 
July 26-- Seventeenth anniversary of the attack on 
the Moncada Barracks . VIVA CUBA SOCIALISTA! ! 1 
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FIRST ALL-WOMEN’S DELEGATION VISITS NORTH VIETNAM: 
AN INTERVIEW WITH NANCY RUBIN AND JUDY GUMBO 
by Karen Kearns and Barbara Rothkrug 
LIBERATION News Service 
NEW YORK (LNSj -- Smoking dope in the day- 
time and.it ain r t even Saturday* Barbara and I 
had escaped from our revolution* ai-u drudgery in 
the LNS basement and braved the long siubway ride 
down to the Lower East Side to IJancy Xurshan 
Rubin* s fifth- floor walkup on St- Marks Place . 

Nancy and Judy Gumbo were smoking stone Laotian 
tobacco out of a bamboo water pipe when we walked 
in , and passed it on to us - I put the wrong 

end in my mouth and spilled water all over the 
tape recorder, but eventually got it together 
enough to get a fantastic rush as I inhaled the 
stuff. I'd walk a mile for a Thuoc-Lao- 

Judy and Nancy discoursed for a while on 
the finer points of smoking -- some of the better 
pipes are made out of shot-down American planes , 

We listened to a tape of a choir of North 
Vietnamese women and girls -- anti-aircraft 
gunners — and then started to talk about their 
trip, the first all-women's delegation to North 
Vietnam. (Genie Plamondon, Minister of Foreign 
Affairs for the White Panther Party, was also 

on the trip, but wasn't at Nan-cy's that day,.) 

* * * 

LNS: Why did YIP and the White Panthers 

want to send a delegation to Hanoi? 

JUDY: The problem had been that the only 

people who had really been relating to the 
Vietnamese had been Mobe types and liberals, so 
we had several conversations with the Vietnamese 
Committee for Solidarity with the American 
People in Montreal and m Stockholm, particularly 
talking about the whole youth revolution, and as 
a result of those meetings they invited us to 
come to Hanoi, 

LNS: What is the function of the Committee? 

NANCY: One important purpose is to teach 

the Vietnamese the difference between the 
American people and the American government - 
They are the ones who have arranged all the visits 
of Americans to North Vietnam and who have been 
in charge of getting the letteis from the pilots 
-- all relations with Americans 


LNS: What did you do when you first got 

to Hanoi? 

JUDY: Well, it was really far out. We 

landed and the first thing we saw was a kid on 
a water buffalo. Then all the people that we 
had met in Montreal were there to greet us 
with flowers -- they’re really into flowers, 
we got so many bouquets while we were there. 

We were in Hanoi when Sihanouk was there. 

The day he arrived he and Pham Van Dong and 
General Giap were just walking down the street 
in front of our hotel, surrounded by hundreds 
of -people -- it was really great -- they were 
just six feet away from us. You know, no American 
politician would dare to walk down the street in 
the middle of the people. 

LNS: No Secret Service agents or anything 

like that? 

JUDY: Nothing. The policemen are really 

far out -- they’re like people’s militia. They’d 
say things like, ’’Would the fellow from the 
country be so kind as to move back to the curb?” 
They didn’t carry any arms or anything like. 

We’d stop to talk to them -- they were very young 
and smiling, and just so friendly, you know -- 
so opposite to a pig that you can’t even describe 
it . 

NANCY: When Sihanouk was there they had all 

these lights up on the palace that they liberated 
from the French in 1945. And I said, ”Gee, it 
looks really far out, really psychedelic.” And 
one of the Vietnamese said, ’’When a prince joins 
the revolution, it’s appropriate to do something 
psychedelic 

LNS: Were the Vietnamese freaked out by 

your being an all -women’s delegation? 

JUDY: No, they liked it, because they knew 

it was important, 

NANCY: They knew that we were especially 

interested in women so they made an effort for 
us to meet a lot of Vietnamese women. 

LNS: Could you sav a little bit about the 

situation of women in Vietnam before the re- 
volut ion? 

NANCY: During feudal times and after -- our 

translator explained that it was this way even 
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m her grandmother's time -- men had many wives 
and many concubines, plus they went to prostitutes. 
And there were very strict rules about men and 
women -- unmarried women. If a man was coming to 
visit your house you had to go to your room. 

Wives were literally not supposed to look at their 
husbands during the day. Just incredible modesty 
and a super-dollshouse thing about women. It was 
just incredibly feudal, and that's the kind of 
tradition that they inherited -- total male 
supremacy. 

For instance, this is an old folk song: 

"A woman is like a drop of rain, no one knows 
whether it will fall into a palace or the mud 
of a rice field." And Confucius, wow! Confucius 
said, "The populace and women are ignorant, filled 
with bad instincts and hard to educate." "If 
you have a son you can say you have a descendant, 
but you cannot say so even if you have ten 
daughters . " 

Confucius' Book of Rights talks about women 
("morals forbid her to step out of her room -- 
her only business is the kitchen"), and her 
duties of obedience: "She owes complete obedience 

to her father, after her marriage, to her husband, 
and after the latter's death, to her eldest son." 
Confucian morals condemned freedom of marriage. 

The young girl was sold to the highest bidder, 
however old he might be. The concubine suffered 
even more humiliations. 

But alongside this oppressive tradition was 
also a tradition of women fighting, of heroines — 
this is the tradition that the Vietnamese honor. 

The Treung sisters led an insurrection against 
the Chinese in about the year 40 A,D,, and the 
Vietnamese have a lot of memorials and pictures 
commerating the sisters. They also talk a lot 
about Trieu, a peasant woman who with her brother- 
led thousands of partisans to combat in 248 A.D., 
and drove the Chinese and feudal governors out of 
the country. The Vietnamese remember what she 
said to her brother: "My wish is to ride the 

tempest, tame the wa^es, kill the sharks. I want 
to drive the enemy away to save our people, I 
will not resign myself to the usual lot of women 
who bow their heads and become concubines," 

They talk about heroines and heros all the 


time in Vietnam. We had this driver and they'd 
say, "He is a hero driver," or "She is a heroine 
farmer," or a "heroine production worker." 

I’m not sure exactly how it gets defined who's 
a heroine and who’s a hero, but there are a 
lot of ’em. 

LNS: What is the function of the Women’s 

Union and what kind of places did they take you 
around to? 

NANCY: The Women’s Union didn’t exactly 

take us around. What happened is that we met 
with them in Hanoi, and then when we went out 
to the provinces we would meet women who were 
in the Women's Union. They would take us around 
their area. But see, they weren't just in the 
Women's Union. There is a lot of overlap. 

People would be in the Women's Union and in the 
Youth Union and in all different things. 

LNS: Was it mainly to get women involved 

in production? 

JUDY': Yeah, its role is primarily to get 

women involved in the whole revolutionary pro- 
cess, including fighting and production. And 
it went' through a number of changes as the 
consciousness of the people changed. When 
the consciousness of the people was ready to 
deal with a broad-based mass struggle for democracy, 
then they'd call themselves the Women's Union 
for Democratic Rights. And then when people 
were struggling around the issue of patriotism 
they'd be the Women's Patriotic Union. And 
what they would do would be to try to deal with 
the consciousness of the people, of the women, 
and bring them along to a more revolutionary 
point of view, to bring them to realize that the 
fight against their own oppression was the fight 
for freedom, independence and the liberation 
of the country. 

LNS: Most of the women in Vietnam -- would 

their husbands be away in the army while they 
were working in production? 

JUDY: It depends. There are a lot of 

women in the army as well. There are three 
levels of military in Vietnam -- there’s the 
regular army, the local army and the guerrilla 

forces. Many of the guerrilla forces are women. 

TW kn ow.._teriain_ well 1 they live in the t P T^ n in 
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and they will bring supplies to the front, shoot 
down planes and things like that, but they are not 
the regular army troops. 

And the local army which is in effect the 
militia, is one stage higher up. They’re better 
equipped and more -organized, and again there 

are a lot of women’s militia units, and a number 
of the commanders of different mixed units are 
women. The militia is more offensive than defen- 
sive — the guerrillas are almost always defensive, 
and they protect and supply the militia and re- 
gular army, who frequently do not know the terrain. 

We met this one group of artillery women who 
were at a higher level than the militia -- they 
were in charge of a couple of guns and a certain 
stock of ammunition in Thanh Hoa province. And 
they were in charge of dealing with any planes 
that came over. They were incredible -- they 
were very young and attractive, very slight and pe- 
tite and in many ways just like all teen-age girls, 
and at the same time they were carrying huge 
boxes of ammunition on their shoulders and taking 
these big guns from point A to point B, and they 
were able to militarily assess the situation very 
well. 

They told us about the second plane that they 
shot down. The plane had come over in the morning 
and they didn’t shoot it down because they knew 
if the plane got ground fire at that time and 
wasn’t shot down then the cat would come back with 
a whole lot more planes and just bomb the place 
to smithereens. And so they let the plane drop 
six bombs and waited for it to come back in the 
afternoon. It came back in the afternoon with 
one more plane behind it. Again they didn't shoot 
down the first plane because they knew that the ab- 
sence of groundfire would make the second plane 
overconfident. The seccnd plane came down to the 
800 meter level -- the gun has a range of 3000 
meters -- and they just wiped it out, before it had 
a chance to drop any bombs. They learn patience 
and all these things just through doing it. It’s 
not a lot of theoretical abstractions, it’s right 
there. 

We were in Thanh Hoa province when they were 
bombing north of the DMZ and we could hear the 

artillery fire. We would sit around in the 
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evening and first we'd listen to Bob Dylan tapes 
that we had and then we’d listen to some 
Vietnamese music and then we’d listen to the 
Voice of America news -- and all the time 
you know, you could hear the artillery fire in 
background. 

LNS: That woman with the medals in the 

picture did you say that she was a commander 
in the militia? 

JUDY: Her name is Lien. She’s 28 years 

old and a deputy commander of one of the 
provinces in the South. We met her when she 
was in Hanoi visiting from the South. She’s 
been in about 292 battles, her command has 
taken care of about 3000 American and puppet 
troops — no shit, she’s totally far out. 

Lien told us about her life -- she came 
from a revolutionary family and she took part 
in the revolution when she was 11 — her role 
was to guide cadre in Saigon. At 14 she had 
a small children’s group, and for the first 
time she did mass agitation. At 15 she was 
leader of the group, and played a leadership 
role in the "long haired army struggle" — that’s 
what they call the army of women on all levels. 

I told her that we have a long haired army 
too, only there are men in it. She really dug 
that. 

From 17 to 18 she was the commander of a 
guerrilla group in the village. At 24 she 
was in charge of an aimed struggle group at the 
district level, and was political commissioner 
of district guerrilla warfare and then deputy 
commander of the People’s Liberation Armed 
Forces (PLAF) in her province, and Deputy of the 
People’s Congress of the whole of South 
Vietnam. She has two medals, first class and 
third class exploit medals from the PLAF. She 
was so modest, she just said, "I am one of 
many thousands of people who takepart in the 
struggle." 

LNS: Tell us about swimming in the Gulf 

of Tonkin. 

JUDY: We didn’t know it was the Gulf of 

Tonkin when we swam in it -- we found out later 
when we were on the shore and someone said, 

"We used to see the 7th fleet out here. This is 
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the Gulf of Tonkin.” We shouted, ”What? Why 
didn ! t you tell us when we were in the water?” 

We were walking on the beach and people were 
looking at us -- I was wearing a Vietnamese 
bathing suit -- a total cover-up thing from here 
to here, and Nancy was wearing a modest black 
bathing suit -- it wasn ' t a bikini, let's put it 
that way -- so people were looking at us anyway 
because we were these honkies swimming around in 
the Gulf of Tonkin, right? And two militiamen 
came around and they really didn't know what 
was happening. So there were a couple of 
Vietnamese who were with us and so we said to 
them, "Tell them that we're captured frogmen.” 

So they told the militia and everybody cracked 
up. 

LNS: Tell us about the schools that you 

visited. 

JUDY: Oh they're great. I've got this 

really far out picture of this little kid shooting 
a plastic gun at an Uncle Sam Poster. The kids 
are so sweet, they're just incredible. They 
have all kinds of schools. They have schools for 
the kids and schools for the adults and everyone 
was very happy to see us. Most people now have 
at least first level education, and then you go 
on, and if you want to be an artist you can be 
an artist and so one -- it's a very permissive 
education -- there's no punishment. The dis- 
cipline problems they have are basically problems 
of energy — the kids are so energetic that they 
want to do shit. There's a lot of singing and 
dancing, but also a lot of mathematics and 
s cience . 

When we'd come to the schools little 6-year- 
olds would come up with little bouquets of 
flowers and sing Ho Chi Minh songs and "welcoming 
the guests” songs and clap their hands and do 
dances for us -- it was really far out. 

NANCY: I remember two things about schools. 

One is that teachers really seem to dig it. 

We would say to them, "Man, you are such great 
teachers,” because they just had so much life 
and energy and music about them. And they would 
sort of look wistfully at us and say, "Well, 
some day we hope to be able to teach all the 


children of Vietnam, including the children 

of the South.” And they were always seeing 
things in that way -- everybody was, but es- 
pecially teachers. 

And the other thing was a quote I wrote 
down about Saigon schools and universities: 

"Now within this political system the schools 
are more dangerous than the prisons,” which I 
thought was pretty analogous to the situation 
here because the curriculum is reactionary and 
they are trained to do ridiculous things, and 
the whole educational system in South Vietnam 
is just totally corrupt. 

JUDY: The history textbooks in the South 

are compiled and printed by a U.S. company, 
and they're introducing a lot of CIA agents as 
teachers. The examinations cost a lot of money 
so only a few can afford to take them. 

NANCY: Ten percent of the children in 

Saigon go to school -- that's all. Outside of 
Saigon there's only one state-run school for 
a population of like 100,000 people on the out- 
skirts. 

JUDY : At the examinations the students 

aren't asked questions about the things they're 
taught. In 1969 65.4 percent of the students 
failed the exams in secondary school. Twelve 
thousand at the college level took the exams 
and only 25 passed. And the point is that once 
you fail the exam you're drafted into the army 
immediately. So they deliberately set it up so 
only a few pass so they can get people for the 
army. That's why all the shit's going on in 
Saigon now, why all the students are fighting, 
because they just can't relate to that kind of 
system. 

NANCY: You know how kids here jump off 

buildings and stuff like that? They used to do 
it a lot. Well, they told us a story about the 
daughter of a journalist who killed herself -- 
she jumped out of a 7-story window because she 
failed her exams. 

JUDY: It’s very hard for girl students in 

the South to get a job when they fail in their 
exams. To qualify they have to be virgins, 
have a height of 1.58 meters, and have big breasts 


Page 11 


LIBERATION News Service 


(#272) 


July 15, 1970 


. . . more . . . 


and hips -- and this is just to get an ordinary 
job in a textile mill. And they're press ganging 
women in the South into the mi Jitary, 

LNS: The people of Vietnam arc supposed to 

be enormously devoted to Ho Chi Minh. Do they 
still relate to him now that he's dead? 

NANCY: They talk about him all the time -~ 

not like he was the dictator of the country or 
anything, but in a very personal way. They tell 
this story about how one of the men on the 
committee went to an ail~women f s meeting as a 
journalist and Ho was addressing the meeting, 
and Ho looked at him and said, "What, are you 
doing here?" 

JUDY: They toid us this really beautiful 

story about when he was dying, and he was lying on 
his bed and everyone from the party and the 
central committee was around him 0 And his eyes 
were open — he wouldn't close his eyes. They 
suddenly realized what he was thinking and they 
all linked arms -- because the whole thing he had 
been doing ali his life was trying to get people 
together to carry on the struggle,, And after they 
did that, he closed his eyes and died 0 

LNS: What did you tell the people about 

Women 1 s Liberation? 

JUDY: Well, we laid it out, we told them 

what was happening. We told them about the 
problems of working with men, the problems of not 
working with men, how we felt that the women's 
movement needed to become more international. 

NANCY: It depends on who we were with 0 

When we were with the Women's Union we tried to 
present women's liberation in its most extreme 
form -- separatism -- to see what they would 
say. And they gave us a lecture about how the 
women's movement befoie the resolution was a 
bourgeois movement and inevitably faiJed. They 
talked about the two tendencies that had existed 
in their own movement - the bourgeois tendency, 
which was only an anti-ma'e thing,, and the 
revolutionary tenden<;> , which was a combination 
of struggling against your own oppression at 
the same time as struggling in ■* revolutionary 
context. They didn’t de it in a lecture kind 
of way, you know, but you knew that is was like 


CP 


a fable they were trying to talk to us 
about our own situation. 

They find that the way both men and women 
change their ideas is through participation in 
the struggle. They have a totally unified 
view -- they don’t separate things the way we 
do c Everything is related to something else 
their struggle is related to our struggle, the 
women’s struggle is related to the men’s struggle, 
which is related to the struggle against the American 
imperialistSo There's no such thing as a separate 
struggle. They have this saying. "A single chopstick 
will break, but chopsticks together will stand 


f irm. " 


LNS: You said that people can essentially 

chose whatever they want to do in North Vietnam -- 
but they must have a draft. 

JUDY: Yeah, but people want to join the 

army. In other words, people will say, "I'm 
bringing up my son to join the army I mean, 

we never asked them that question as to whether 
or not they had a draft, because I don't think 
they do in that sense. People join the army, 
period. You see, fighting isn't different from 
production. Everything is geared toward the war 
effort, the whole economy, the whole society and 
the whole thinking. So that if you w re working 
m a city desk job, it's the same thing as the 
army. There's a saying of Ho Chi Minh's -- 
"We want to turn 31 million Vietnamese people 
into 31 million fighters." And that's what's 

happened. That's what they do. 

-30- 
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"And we can certainly say, with complete assurance, 
that there is no person or thing on earth that 
can make this revolutionary process retreat! 

There will be nothing and no one that can hold 
back this revolutionary process! Because its 
strength stems notjust from the number of men 
and women who defend it, from the mass of people 
who support it, from the formidable weapons which 
we have to fight with m a war, but basically 
from the degree to which it has taken root in the 
people’s conscience, from the very. high degree to 
which it has become the conscience of the people. 
And when a whole people takes up a cause, an idea, 
there is no force in the world capable of 
destroying it." 

"Premier Fidel Castro on July 26, 1968 
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NOTES FROM THE FIRST GATHERING: 

AN ALTERNATE MEDIA MESSAGE 
by Nina Sabaroff 
LIBERATION News Service 

PLAINFIELD, Vt . (LNS) -- We had come, at the 
end of June, along with nearly two thousand other 
people, down the winding Vermont road that led to 
Goddard College and the Alternate Media Project's 
"First Gathering," 

Goddard is planted on 600 Green Mountain 
acres of hillside, meadow, and forest. The build- 
ings are rustic cottages; mossy pathways lead 
you into wilderness; and frogs glub day and night 
in ponds under incredibly starry skies. 

The Gathering's original focus on radio had 
been forced by popular demand to include other 
media. A small number of media radicals were there, 
along with: promoters of record companies, AM 
and FM disc jockeys, CBS and other network spies, 
rock bands, journalists, and those who make music, 
films, comic strips, video tapes and/or money 
and who think of themselves as prrticipants in 
(or reapers of) an alternative culture. Also 
there were festive gypsies, Hog Farmers, pot 
heads, ramblers, groupies, and all manner of 
young white peace folk hoping for a Festival. 

The night before the conference was scheduled 
to open, someone had been busy with sprav paint, 
trying in this painfully remote paradise, to free 
all political prisoners. 

And on the door of our assigned dorm room, a 
well-worn magic marker scrawl cried out: "HOW 
COULD THEY ROB A DESPERATE MAN?" 

fC * *■ 

"The Gathering" brochure lists scores and 
scores of workshops, guaranteed to obscure the 
fact that America is in the hands of capitalists. 
The workshops describe the outermost perimeters 
of an alternative culture designed to co-opt us 
by any means necessary. The people here to do that 
are smart and thus "radicals": some bite joyously 
into the word "resolution It's a hip sound, 

Will it sell? 

The first large workshop I attend is "Free 
Enterprise and the Cultural Revolution" which 
meets in the Library Well on a beautiful pale 


orange carpet. 

There is some confusion about who is heading the 
workshop. Also some confusion about the topic. A 
yellow mimeographed sheet with information about 
Timothy Leary is being passed out. 

Twenty-five minutes late, a large man in a 
flowered shirt and red beard is walking upright 
among the seated people. He is taller than anyope 
else. Is he in charge? 

There is a trpe recorder on in the background, 
quite a hullaballoo. Some people, undisguisedly an- 
archists, are shouting out, and others (there sin- 
cerely if naively to learn about Free Enterprise 
and the Cultural Revolution) are trying, in the con- 
fusion, not to look square. 

The red-bearded man seems to be talking about 
the Panthers, among other things, but the tape re- 
corder which is burbling and bleeping a collage be- 
hind him keeps most of the words from being heard. 
There is still plenty of noise from the crowd. Fin- 
al lv, a bellowing roar comes out between the red 
mustache and the red beard: "WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT 
REPRESSION?" 

Someone is desperate enough to challenge the 
disorder by standing on a chair (will this do the 
trick?)-- her "I would like to speak" is met by 
guffaws from the group which is 85% men. Getting 
no auiet, she shouts towards the tape recorder: 

"Would someone please break that machine?" Howls of 
laughter. 

It doesn't takelong to realize the set up, 
although it's out of date: Theater of Cruelty. (Get 
the audience in, show'em how fucked up they are, 
and how they can't communicate. When they become 
horrified and sheepish about their condition, the 
Director of the Theater steps in, assumes the 
stance of God (Father), and proceeds to point 
out the solution, or let's say, the exit. 

Suddenly a tall man with his hair tied back in 
a stbbby pony-tail puts his hands together in 
prayer and starts chanting OM. He is an expert. 

The crowd of 200 is stunned and silenced, checking 
their brochures. There IS a Timothy Leary workshop 
being held in the Dining Room, but isn't this the 
Library? 

An older man with very white hair is angry. He 
stands up and in a powerful voice cries "Is there 
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a way out?” playing right into the hands of the 
Great Leader. 

A tan angelic blond gets up and tells us 
how he feels pain because of the chaos. ’’This 
is our country... we have to let our senses... who 
is talking about guns? If we think Love.... if 
we think Guns? 1 ’ Eventually he has to sit down 
because of the derisive hee-haws, one-upmanship, 
and jokes, interspersed with ’’let the man speak.” 

A rare silence is at least allowed the 
Vietnamese people, when one woman stands up and 
tells the group that she has just returned 
from Hanoi. 

An hour later, Red-Beard is still running 
the show without respect for our own laboriously- 
chosen chairman, so he has to be dragged out of 
the room by his heels. 

People thought they had passed through a 
crisis together. So the talk finally came down 
to better FM programming -- how to sneak alter- 
native culture and even ’’REVOLUTION!" in over 
the FCC's air waves. The discussion rambled, 
with men repeating each other's lines. The cul- 
tural revolution was forgotten. At midnight, a 
tired 50 who had stayed for it all, dispersed. 

X ★ * 

Who knows what a fuck-in is? 

The Video-Freaks called it for 2:30 on a 
Thursday afternoon, down by the swimming hole. 

Rumors of the fuck-in were floating high 
at the only scheduled women’s workshop, which 
occured at 1:30 that same Thursday under the 
mild title "Women in the Media." 

A group of women friendly to Women’s Libera- 
tion had met from the second day of the four-day 
conference, anxious to supplement the mad male- 
dominated workshops with some humane contact with 
other women. Without the women’s meetings, 
machismo would have washed most of us overboard. 
Support from other women -- and from a strong hand 
ful of straight and gay men-- became a reality 
after our early (women-only) meetings in the 
Library Well. There, men occasionally leered 
over at us from the balcony or tried to sneak in- 
to our midst. (The sight of women talking to- 
gether still remains a tortuaous lure to the male 
supremacist . ) 
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Is it a woman’s right to disrupt the filming 
of a fuck-in called by a group of professedly a- 
political Video-Freaks? We had a rushed half-hour 
in which to decide. 

A woman had been raped in a dormitory the first 
night of the conference. A big strong 200-pound 
six-foot far out type with a bushy black mustache 
had been looking for an indoors place to sleep. Not 
even there for the conference, but, fresh out of 
high school, to look over Goddard, she was raped 
in the middle of the night by a man she knew only 
as Larry because when someone is sleeping on the 
floor of your dormitory room in a "First Gathering" 
of an Alternative Culture, you don’t think to ask 
his last name. She screamed when she was fucked 
for the first time, but no one heard. When he left, 
some time later, he said "See you around, baby." 

She had confessed this to me personally the 
next day at a women’s meeting, the first women’s 
meeting she had ever had the desire to attend. 

In my mind the filming of a fuck-in was con- 
nected inalterably with that rape. Rape is the 
brute vamping on a woman’s body by a foreign object 
-- her flesh is tom, she bleeds, her own body be- 
comes a stranger to her. The modern-day "fuck-in" 
is a far more subtle process of dehumanizing women 
who are cajoled and convinced that their bodies 
are meant to be free in that fashion, so that rape- 
artists with camera can take it all down for his- 
tory, sweating slightly behind their glass eye. 

The action was planned not to stop the fucking 
but to stop the filming. A number of women from the 
workshop went over to the pond to investigate. 

Naked and half-naked men and women were lying 
on the grassy bank, getting sun on their backs 
and bellies. Others were swimming in the water. 

There were no women today on the floating raft -- 
one man was standing up and beating his chest, rock- 
ing the raft while a number of other men slithered 
to stay on. Babies paddled and gurgled around 
the edges of the pond. No fuck-in looked imminent. 

Over in a wooded area were the Video-Freaks, 

sitting, biding their time, When we approached 

them (about a dozen women fully-clothed looking 

intent , I would say) they looked at each other 

with gradually-dawning alarm. One woman reached out 

her hand and covered up the lens of the movie camera 
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a bearded Video- Freak was holding 

"What are ya doing hr cried, though he was 
not in the act of filming She didn't say any- 
thing, just kept her hand over his lens. 

"Hey, what are ya DOIN'.'" 

When he realized what her symbolic piece of 
theater meant, he was beside himself "CENSOR- 
SHIP!" he bellowed The other video-men in the 
vicinity were freaked out and didn't know exactly 
how to come to his aid. Meanwhile, women began 
to explain as quickly as possible, why the film- 
ing of the fuck- in would not take place, "Watch- 
out," one of the Video- Freaks cried to the man 
with the gagged camera. "Do what she says or 
she'll throw your camera in the lake!" 

I have never seen a man frightened by a woman 
in exactly this way He grabbed the wrist of the 
offending woman and began to twist it as hard as 
he could. His teeth were bared. When she let 
loose, he hid his camera behind him and backed 
up against a tree 

A heated dialogue - confrontation followed, 
in which at times it was necessary for three 
women to surround one man in order to get him to 
shut up and listen These men are avowedly "anti- 
sexist," They are only "doing their thing." Doing 
their thing includes, in one man's words, "ball- 
ing chicks," and/or "filming chicks being balled.’ 

But, for our own self-defense and self- 
determination, our thing was to overthrow the 
forms of degradation we had come up off the pede- 
stal to understand 

We not only stopped the film’ ;g of the 
fuck-in, we apparently stopped the fuck m, for 
none was held that day 

As I left the grassy knoll near the pond, 
a photographer strolling towards the area was 
hurriedly informed: "Din't take pi (.tores, don’t 
take pictures, the women’s Jib freaks arc* on the 
rampage ! " 

When a woman go* up at the mass gathering 
the next day to eJej.c up the* misunderstanding 
about the rape m the dormitory (some said it 
was a women's lib gimmick), and to explain the 
fuck-in, she was \ideo- taped, and tne crowd 
could almost have been .ai!ed friendly. 
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The Capitalist Rip-Off and the Dionysian 
Dope Freak circuits buzzed separately and freneti- 
cally for four days and four nights An assortment 
ot we 11 -meaning DJ's had tried to bring them to- 
gether for confrontation and assessment, but had 
failed, because these DJ’s were hoping to over- 
throw the system with the system's own radio. 

Our radicalism, our feminism, seemed within 
the vast network of phony corporate culture, to be 
clear and pure, like a white light m the ratty 
jangle of juke-box tape-deck ampl i fied - cash- regi- 
ster. But to those nude white bodies on the grass, 
we must have been a nasty bugle cry cracking the 
painted rose-glass of their dreams: the tie-dye 
world of coveralls, ceramic beads, communal buses 
and "free women . " 

To the money-makers we must have been even 
worse. One of them was heard to cry out: "Oh those 
movement people, they’re trying to organize US!" 

That’s not quite right. We know where your 
media, culture, and hot-selling revolution are at. 
We’ll throw your contracts, cameras, bugs, bell- 
bottoms and asses into the lake, and watch you sink 
to the very bottom. You who robbed a desperate man 
and raped my sister -- your alternative is no al- 
ternative at all. -30- 

[Note to editors: see graphics for Vermont photos.] 

■*+******+'*****+**'****w************'**‘***** ********* 

CANADIAN GOVERNMENT ADMITS 300 SO. VIET DESERTERS 
LIBERATION News Service 

MONTREAL (INS) - - A Canadian Government spokes- 
man has estimated that there are more than 300 South 
Vietnamese Army deserters and draft dodgers, many 
of them university students, living in Canada, Some 
of the exiles were sent there by the Saigon govern- 
ment scholarships, some Left Vietnam by having their 
families bribe Saigcn officials, while an unknown 
number got to Canada by "devious means". 

The information was disclosed in an article 
in Parade magazine- -a large circulation Sunday 
supplement --wh i.ch also said that the anti -Saigon 
students have organized the pro-NLF Vietnamese 
Patriots in Canada Organization, based m Montreal e 

- -30 - - 

(Thanks to AMEX, the magazine of American Expatri- 
ates in Canada tor the information in this story.) 
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HONOR AMERICA DAY: GRASS . GAS, AND BILLY GRAHAM 

by Mike Kami 
L I BO ISAM' I ON N e ws S e r \J i e c 

WASHING TON > D,C (LNS) -- Riding down to 
Washington on Friday night, July 3. every 
Howard Johnson’s is full of freaks. We greet each 
other and exchange impressions: "Gonna be quite a 
day tomorrow, quite a day!*' A kid pumping gas at 
a Shell station off Highway 95 tells me he wishes 
he could go to the smoke -in but he’s gotta wo i k 
weekends . 

Morning of the big day, riding through Wash- 
ington to get to the Lincoln Memorial D,C.. is a 
city where three out of every five people are 
black.,, yet the bureaucrats who run the city from 
monumental government buildings are white, 

Walking towards old Abe m stone , there’s 
only a few thousand people around the Memorial 
but lots more in the Reflecting Pool, chanting 
M l, 2, 3, 4 -- We don’t want your fucking war’" 

The chanting freaks are moving through the water 
towards the slightly larger crowd on the steps 
like an invasion force storming the beach, Some- 
body reads the Pledge of Allegiance, over a thous- 
and kids raise their fists and some give V's.. 0 
a few firecrackers break the silence. 

All the Honor Americans seem to be from 
Maryland, Virginia, or i) C- itself. Guess the much 
advertised charter buses and trains didn’t make it. , 
But the freaks have come from ail over the country, 
as far west as California. 

Two young soldiers or) lea^/e from Fort Bel voir 
in Virginia. "Officers ^sme inro our barracks last 
night and asked for ’volunteers' to fight riots in 
Washington this weekend We managed to split out 
the back door and get oil base with our weekend 
p asses Shi t , it's good to be away from there.." 

The mi 1 i t ary is having a field day - * de co - 
rated Green Berets looking like nervous, older 
Boy Scouts stride pact Young Americans for 
Freedom (YAFJ has its whole national membership 
working as marshalls here \ o d 3 y - - they all wear 
"America, Love it or Leive it" buttons. 

Everybody's white Reverend Douglas ''bore, 
head of D.C., f s Black United front had dire*, ted 
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"all brothers and sisters to stay away from this 
racist carousel" and they did. 

Billy Graham steps up to the podium and 
mobilizes the restless, hot crowd into a unified, 
attentive audience -- with the exception of a 
few thousand freaks in the back who are waving 
NLF flags and chanting about Ho Chi Mmh and 
Bobby Seale . But Billy is talking to his people 
and he has them right m the crack of his hang- 
nail 

Perfectly tanned face, sharply pressed suit, 
muscular build . "You know, he doesn’t look 54," 
a woman near me says. 

"Instead of an iron curtain, we in this country 
have a picture window,". ... that optimistic lilt in his 
voice at the end of every "meaningful" phrase--the 
band conductor's uplifted forearm and the constant, 
so- confident beaming grin* 

Up in back of Billy sits a chorus dressed all in 
black, standing at attention 0 , .Graham stands on a 
mohogany podium at the head of an enormous American 
flag, his feet covered by buckets of roses--all that 
sticks out are his shoulders and gesturing hands. 

Billy talks about "bad stitches" in the great 
stars and stripes of ours, like "racism" and "pov- 
erty", and "pollution" and "rampant permissiveness". 

Way over a thousand freaks in the reflecting 
pool now and getting louder. * ..half the Honor America 
crowd is really more interested in the freaks than in 
the program which has been so boringly planned down 
to the last prayer. Old TV idol Bishop Sheen ends up 
with the Benediction, "We need to love ourselves, our 
neighbors, and our country, that’s all we need, 0 
Lord. Our symbol should not be the clenched fist 
but the folded hand"., . «, . 

Well, the religion part’s over and most of tnem 
seemed to dig it, though only 10,000 reverent Honor 
Americans showed up. The big crowd’ll be there at 
night for the IN-PERSON talent show. One of the P.R. 
men admitted the crowd was very small and chalked it * 
up to the "hot weather". The chauffeured limousines 
pull up, the cops form a cordon around Billy and the 
Bishops who get in and are whisked away. Then the 
56-gun salute starts. A G.I- leans over to his bud- 
dy with Vietnam memories in his voi ce - -"Sound fam- 
l liar 9 " 
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Iha t uxpayo r f s muiirv iwir.iilc** hv -Jr Irj’.ai ions of 
^oldlors, sjillnrs t ,unl iii.ii uir. .ill m dross uni forms 
utwl looking like* v t* ry unhappy robots l ho soldiers 
In Unvolut ionary War wigs ami waist roa Is arc hotter 
atul more nervous than the rest -- eve t vone waves little 
tings absent -mi mU d l y -some more guns go off aiul a 
f teak veils t rom the midst ol an argument m the back, 
M What you're celebrating is our revolution!" 

A so l ill cm* on the* e ilge s ot a dobulo by the re- 
ting pool talks to me* "l was in Vietnam for IS 
months, yes sir, ami l hate this goddamn count ry ; I'm 
going t o spoml my whole life fighting the revolution 
till we win.. I helped two gins across the border from 
ft. Ord [in tail i form a | last week before l came here, 
Man, all the C.l.s m Nam hate it, ..They put out 
nothing extra for the* war, nothing at all. I know 
lots of guvs who just told their officers, ’We're not 
going back to the field, so fuck 1 1 ' 

About $00 freaks on the grass by the reflecting 
pool are smoking dope rolled m beautiful American 
flag papers - -burn mg the flag and getting high at the 
s auie t i me , e h ant in g a ue w l ; tie--” V.a r i - ma r i - na r i ; turn a , 
Off f-f-f the pig!” A ban lo.ned and bermuda- shorted 
fat lie r w 1 1 h t he f *. ne l \ - s eu l p t u :v d ha i ut o f an ad 
exeeut i \ e walks b\ with h*. > two blend sens who look 
about twelve- -da looks the other w a\ for a second, 
and the boys slip off into the crowd ot freaks. 



flat feet.. 

About 3:30 the wind starts to blow and the rain 1 1 
’ll be along any moment. People are running for 

cover All of a sudden, about thirty cops jump 

their Harleys and ride up the the Washington Monu- 
ment to push freaks off the grounds. Someone says 
that the freaks ran for cover to the gaudy stage 
set up for the night's performance. Q . The stage is 
crowned by a 50 ft. wide American eagle--a monster 
chicken with a broken neck. 

The cycle cops chase people all over the Mon- 
ument grounds as the rain starts to pour down in 
heavy sheets, . . Straight people in the area scat- 
ter in disbelief, quick to learn that pigs on the 
rampage make no fine distinctions. One kids--no 
more than 15--runs up to a cop and wrestles with 
him for his baseball-sized riot club. Five seconds 
of struggle later, the kid tears the club away and 
dashes toward the Capitol building, holding the club 
high and swooping over and over again. The be- 
wildered cop continues to get hassled by five other 
freaks and finally gives up his club for lost. 

About I POO people are gathering together in the 
flattest part of the Monument grounds and they start 
to throw rocks, sticks, bottles , and soda cans at the 
advancing cops, . ,The riot force is now on horseback; 
--fifty strong, swinging long riot sticks out from 
under their shiny black rain coats. But the time is 
vast when freaks huddle and wait to get fucked-over 
and busied by the Man's keepers of ’’order.” Kids 
almost by instinct start to pick up parts of car 
fenders, long sticks, and car aerials to fight with. 

But the horses prevail for now and the crowd is slowly 
pushed back down the Mall to the front of the Agri- 
o u 1 1 are he r a r t tie n t b u.i 1 i.i r g ... Then, the g as s t art s 
to flow. , , and flow. .and flow m true D.C, fashion. 

fust like No -i ember 15 and May s . no one is free 
frer the tunes . . honor America couples are coughing 
w 1 1 a 1 « . t h e i r Are r i c an f 1 a g s forgotten i.n the mud . 

'.<e stumble aw- tte street into the center of 
: - e ca t •' . . . s : ra i gh t s an a i re ak s . > cung and old with 

a v i v v *. - g v ape r t :*v els an. a rags o - e r our mouths . . .A 
s : ..coo -s - 1 <.i* g :;g is standing :n the comer, blitn- 

loo-xs at lie an o s rales s **np atn e 1 1 cal 1/ . “Did you get. 
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"Well, you know," he gestures to the coughing 
crowd to cross, "There’s lots of pigs in the 
world, bad ones, but there’s one good one," he 
points to himself with pride 0 "As long as there's 
one good pig in the world, I think it’s OK.,’’ 
he says. 

A little later after the cloudburst and 
pigburst is over, I meet a black guy selling 
"Love it or leave it" buttons near the Monument 
with his eight-year-old son. "Wouldn’t you 
rather sell different buttons?" I ask. "Sure, but 
where would I get different ones?" I show him a 
Malcolm X button I’m wearing, for example. He 
jumps back, "Oh, no. . o I work for the govern- 
ment. . 0 they don’t let you do things like 
that. . 0 I'm just trying to make some money, you 
know... just trying to get along." 

ye * * 

Evening. . . the crowd gets bigger as show- 
time approaches -- this show brought to you by 
the 12 biggest ad agencies in the UoS., along 
with 92 other large corporations 0 An HonorAmeri- 
ca kid walks around with pop-top rings glued to 
his cloth army cap and "Off the Gooks" written 
in magic marker on the cap 0 Young construction 
workers laugh drunkenly and sing God Bless Amer- 
ica way off tune, . 0 meanwhile on the stage, 
which is completely surrounded by helmeted mar- 
shals and Parks Department police, black workers 
are setting up the show.* • - 

They re-run the National Anthem like a 
Doublemint jingle. A black high school kid from 
D.C. reads the Declaration of Independence to the 
all-white crowd -- while he reads, thousands of 
kids fight the cops outside the fence. 

"When in the course of human events (Coke 
bottle hits a pig) o „ , "for one people to dis- 
solve the political bonds which have connected 
them with another" (Free Bobby Seale, Free 
Bobby Seale) ✓ - - "We hold these truths to be 
self-evident, that all men are created equal" 

("1, 2, 3, 4. we don't want your fuckin' war!") 


chant "Peace, peace"... They get hit more with cans 
and shit than anyone else. The kids are throwing 
rags and ice-cream sticks, frisbees, rocks, and 
bottles. Everyone's loose and very stoned. Freak to 
vendor: "Trade you a flag for something to drink?" 

■k ie -k 

Bob Hope, number two star of the day after 
Preacher Billy, comes on stage. Freaks step up the 
bottle- throwing, » . "Am I back in Vietnam?" asks 
Hope. Then we get the usual Bing-Crosby money and 
baby jokes, the Dean-Martin-drunk jokes, I'm-a- 
cute-old- lech jokes and then Phyllis Diller: 

"Phyllis is the only girl who has a doormat that 
says, ’Welcome, Boston Strangler"’ Men in the seats 
j ust love it. Women hesitate a moment and then give 
it a strained courtesy laugh because their men are 
so into it and after all it’s Bob Hope, he must 
be funny. 

NIXON-SPEAK comeson. Two and a half pre- 
recorded minutes of nothing, , . Hope has to 

start the applause himself. 

A whole array of black performers gets a luke- 
warm reception from the crowd u Sugar Ray Robinson, 
Flip Wilson, Theresa Graves from Laugh- In , Miss Black 
America. .-.James Brown missed his plane, Old re- 
liables from the safe '50's like Dinah Shore, on 
just in time for the people to hear that she’d have 
a new series on the tube next fall 0 

Hope introduces the Youhp Americans, "kids who 
are doing a great job for us abroad" -- who 
/come running on stage a basketball team t0 sin S 

bubble-gum versions of top 20 songs. Then, the New 

Christy Minstrels come on to desecrate Woody Guthrie’s 

This Land is Your Land 0 Damn, Woody Guthrie was a 

revolutionary. 

Meanwhile, kids stumble by, dragged, choked, 
cluthed by riot cops at the rate of one every five 
minutes or so. There must have been over thirty ar- 
rests during the show itself, not to speak of all 
the arrests at the earlier battle near the Monu- 
ment. After a particularly boring act, Hopeless 
tells us that "this show is being beamed by satel- 
lite around the world and half a billion people 
will see the show tonight or in the future." All 
the freaks groan. 

Back at the battle things are getting heavier 
as the sun goes down and the cops get a little 
freer with their huge clubs. Some freak throws a 


A little gas is thrown and the middle of 
the massive crowd recedes. 0 u some more patriotic 
drivel from the stage and loud roars of "Bull- 
shit, bull- shit" from the freaks* A "peace bri- 
gade" of nine or ten elaborately hip kids 

faces the demonstrators, "V's" high, and 
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big firecracker into the middle cf a group of 
relaxed police „ It makes an enormous noise — 
like a bombo The cops arc scared 144 cups were 
injured on July 4, it comes out later] One cop 
yells, half to the freaks and half to himself, 
"What 1 re ya gonna wait until someone gets killed 
or something?” . , The cops clutch their pis- 
tols and tear-gas guns a lot tighter. A few 
minutes latex, one pig leans over to another 
sitting near the fence and snukers, "How would 
you like to shoot from a high position 9 " 

Some freaks have thought ahead -- after a 
comparative lull m the fighting, all of a sud- 
den a tear gas canmster comes flying into the 
cops near the wooden fence and another crashes 
into a row of spectators in the back of the seat 
area, scattering everyone in the area,-, A high-rank- 
ing pig goes up to the rows just in front of 
where one of the cannisters has landed and says in 
a slow, solemn voice: 

This is net a serious situation at all. There 
is no reason for panic,, However, we would 
like to ask that ail women and children leave 
the area at once but quietly.. The men should 
stay . Please, let’s conduct ourselves like 
good Americans* 

Nobody panics., . „ the narcotic effect of the 
show is too strong. „ , most people just put rags 
and things up to their noses and keep staring at 
Bob Hope when you come to hear an all-star 
show and you get there ten hours early to get a 
seat, you just don't let a little tear gas scare 
you away D 

After the fireworks.. huge and loud and last 
ing far too long unless you like to hear cannon 
sounds for about forty - five minutes straight., „ * 
everyone sort of filtered away .. the freaks 
too stoned to get involved in any political 
action more significant thin ripping off an 
Italian ice truck and giving out gobs of lemon 
ice to anyone who walked by the crowd that 

came to see live TV satisfied that the show hud 
not been interrupted and that Bob Hope could still 
bend a line Nixon and friends baxei/ carried 
the day for the ’culture of white Middle. Ame r i c a .. 
Pete Hamill said latex m the New York Post, 
"...the administration reruns a basic con tup t 
for its citizens and it encouraged the Washington 


rally out of a belie£ if 1 . C J_I T - xaai 1 1 on or _ 

Page 19 Li BblbA i i ON Nc w s Service (#272 ) July IS, 19 70 


bread and circuses. They knew that the only way to 
sell patriotism these days is to sell nostalgia as 
i f it were real; too many crimes are being committed 
in the present, so the only thing to do is praise 
the past,," 

- 30 - 

SEE GRAPHICS SECTION FOR JULY 4TH PICTURES!!!!!!!!! 

TAIWAN SWEAT tQUALS U.S. GOLD 
LIBERATION News Service 
TAIPEI, Taiwan (LNSj - - Big business is raking 
in the profits inside Chiang Kai-shek's bastion of 
"free world democracy". According to an article in 
the July 13 issue of Business Week, U.S. firms 
making major investments on the island of Taiwan 
include General Instrument Corp., Admiral, Motorola, 
Philco, Ford, Bendix, RCA, TRW, Texas Instruments, 
and IBM. 

Business Week tells the straight facts: "What 
makes Taiwan the momentary mecca it has become is, 
of course, the cheap labor supply. Wages are half 
those in Hong Kong, a third of Japan's, a tenth of 
West Germany's, and a twentieth of those in the U.S. 
Unskilled Taiwan workers seldom top $50 a month. The 
thriving electronics plants rely on women, who earn 
even less. Per capita income in Taiwan is only $258. 

To add to the favorable business prospects: "Unions 
offer little problem since strikes are outlawed , , 

The magazine concedes there are "drawbacks" to 
cheap labor, though it doesn't say anything about 
these huge enterprises doing anything to eliminate 
the drawbacks: "Illiteracy is fairly high despite 
.compulsory education through grade school. Over 22% 
of the population cannot read and write." 

- -30- - 
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GRA.PE BOYCOTT CONTINUES: BUY ONLY UNION GRAPES 
DELANO, Calif. tLNSj-- Some growers have 
signed contracts with the United Farm Workers, 
but many nchies continue to refuse to recognize 
the union as bargaining agent for grape-workers 
in Cal ifornia . 

Some growers attempted to call a "moratorium" 
on the grape boycott which has been growing steadily 
since the strike began four years ago. But Andy Imu- 
tan, vice president of the United Farm Workers, re- 
sponds, "he re going to push the boycott harder now." 

So don't buy any grapes unless you see the union label 
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CAMBODIAN PUPPET TROOPS DISAFFECTED 
WITH SOUTH VIETNAMESE ARMY: 

'THEY RAVAGED THE CITY. IT IS REGRETTABLE, NO?" 

[Editor’s Note: Following are excerpts, pro- 

vided by LIBERATION News Service, from an 
amazingly frank article which appeared recently in 
the Wall Street Journal. The author is Journal 
reporter Peter R. Kann . ] 

k -k k 

KOMPONG SPEU, Cambodia -- It’s open to de- 
bate whether American forays into Communist 
sanctuaries will prove to have had a significant 
effect on the war in South Vietnam, depriving 
the Communists of vital supplies and disrupting 
their logistics for months to come. 

But it already seems clear the U-S. forces, 
which were withdrawn earlier this week, have had 
little impact on the widening war within Cambodia. 

Saigon has been far more frank than Washing- 
ton in publicly recognizing that no matter how 
many arms caches may have been uncovered along 
the border, a crucial issue now is the very 
survival of Lon Nol’s anti-Communist regime in 
Phnom Penh, Saigon says what Washington knows: 

The fall of Lon Nol, and consequent return of 
Prince Sihanouk as a North Vietnamese puppet [sic] , 
would turn all Cambodia into a vast enemy sanctuary 
and staging area for attacks on South Vietnam, 

In an effort to avert this development, the 
South Vietnamese Army (ARVN) has been dashing 
about much of Cambodia, operating as a mobile 
strike force to attack Communist troop con- 
centrations and to blast them out of occupied 
Cambodian towns and cities..,. 

ARVN hasn’t been able to prevent the 
Communists from opening a new river supply route 
down into Cambodia from southern Laos, from 
carving out giant new jungle sanctuaries in north- 
east Cambodia or from making all major Cambodian 
roads insecure. Nor has ARVN stopped the Reds 
from attacking Cambodian population centers or -- 
perhaps most important - - from extending Com- 
munist influence into the Cambodian countryside.... 

Nevertheless, if anything is going to keep 
the Lon Nol regime afloat it probably will have 
to be ARVN, And yet, ironically, ARVN is a savior 
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that most Cambodians, regardless of their 
politics, don't really seem to want. 

To an American, watching South Vietnam try 
to save Cambodia seems in many ways like a parody of 
the U.S. role in South Vietnam. There’s the 
concept of "saving" a people at their own 
considerable expense, ARVN’s patronizing attitude 
toward the Cambodian Army, whirlwind Cambodian 
visits of Vietnamese VIPs and official state- 
ments from Saigon about the need to develop a 
pacification program for the Cambodian population.... 

From the Vietnamese point of view, Cam- 
bodians are racial inferiors, and indolent and 
ignorant people who for years, whether actively 
or tacitly, have aided the Vietnamese Communists. 
Worst of all, in the first few weeks after the 
fall of Sihanouk, the Cambodians [Lon Nol's 
government troops - ed,] massacred hundreds of 
innocent Vietnamese civilians living in Cambodia. 
Horror stories of these massacres, and the 
visible plight of tens of thousiands of Vietnamese 
refugees streaming into South Vietnam from 
Cambodia, have fueled anti-Cambodian feeling 
among South Vietnamese, ARVN troops included. 

This goes a long way toward explaining why ARVN 
behavior in Cambodia is often less than gracious. 

From the Cambodian point of view, Vietnamese 
of any sort are arrogant interlopers. The South 
Vietnamese soldiers are just another wave of 
Vietnamese aggressors, trampling across Cambodian 
soil, ostensibly to kill other Vietnamese. In 
the process ARVN has ravaged and looted its way 
through Cambodian villages, producing a host 
of horror stories for Cambodian consumption. 

And Vietnamese arrogance in dealings with 
Cambodian military and civilian officials has 
created tensions even at the governmental level. 

Several days spent with ARVN units operating 
well inside Cambodia offer some insights into the 
shakiness of the Vi etnamese -Cambodian alliance. 

Consider, for example, the recent battle 
for Kompong Speu, a Cambodian provincial capital 
40 kilometers west of Phnom Penh that had been 
partially occupied by the Vietcong before it 
was liberated by ARVN armor and ground 

troops . 

. . .more . , . 
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The 16th Regiment of the ARVN’s 9th Divi- 
sion is headquartered here in a school yard.. 

The ARVN regimental commander describes the 
fight for Kompong Speu -- how ARVN units had 
swept into town killing 148 enemy troops and 
capturing 4,025 weapons. The weapons, he 
proudly reports, had been turned over to the 
Cambodian. Army in a ceremony the day before. 

Kompong is battered but for- the most part 
still intact. Amid the rubble are several 
blackened and bloated bodies that could be.Viet- 
Cong °fn a tK ^commercial center of the city, and 

in most of the residential areas, damage is 
slight. Few Vietcong had entered these parts of 
the city, and the South Vietnamese had not used 
heavy firepower to rout them out. Indeed, in 
a departure from frequent American and Vietnamese 
tactics, ARVN hadn't called in air strikes on 
Kompong Speu, "We have no control over the 
Vietnamese Air Force n They would have dropped 
bombs and napalm on everything and burned the city 
down," says Col. Vong Kim Sinh, Deputy Commander 
of t|ie 9th Division. 

If most of Kompong Speu’s civilian population 
are alive and uninjured, they are far from happy 
with their Vietnamese "liberators." "Robbers, 
robbers," screams a middle-aged woman, yanking 
a suckling baby off her breast and dragging a 
stranger into her house. The interior is chaos. 
Cabinets are smashed, clothing is strewn about, 
drawers are yanked out and shelves and cupboards 
are broken and bare. "I am a poor woman all alone 
and these Vietnamese bandits, these pigs looted 
my house. They broke down my door. They came 
through the windows. They stole everything. 
Everything. " 

The story is the same throughout the town. 
Having liberated Kompong Speu, Vietnamese soldiers 
went on a wild looting spree, stealing nearly 
everything th3t could be carried away and smashing 
much that could not be. 

Outside the woman's house is a Cambodian 
battalion commander, Commandant Soeung Kim Sea, 
"The Vietcong came but left with nothing. The 
South Vietnamese came and took everything. Our 
people have more fear of the South Vietnamese 


than of the Vietcong," he says.... 

A few kilometers outside town is the head- 
quarters of Gen- Southenne Fernandez, commander 
of Cambodia’s Second Military Region and the 
nation’s closest thing to a Wellington. He 
derives his un-Cambodian name from a Filipino grand 
father, a musician, who married into the Cambodian 
royal family. 

The general seems to share the views of the 
housewife and the commandant regarding the ARVN 
liberation.. "They ravaged the city. It is 
regrettable, no? The population is very dis- 
couraged with our South Vietnamese allies. I am 
also discouraged." 

Gen. Fernandez is not optimistic about the 
war. "We have control in the administrative centers, 
but we have no means to control the people in 
the countryside. The Vietcong operate among them 
with propaganda and terror. What can I do?" 
he asks . 

Just outside the general’s compound is a 
large bonfire being fed with rifles. Why is the 
Cambodian Army, so short of weapons, burning 
rifles? "Frankly," says the general, "these are 
the 4,025 rifles presented to me yesterday by 
the South Vietnamese." 

The guns, says the general, were not in fact 
captured from the Vietcong. South Vietnamese 
troops actually had taken a Cambodian arms ware- 
house, The warehouse contained 4,025 ancient 
weapons. - Many were shotguns and hunting rifles 
dating back to before World War I, and no 
ammunition was available for any of the weapons. 

"It is all most unfortunate," says Gen. Fernandez. 

The general had graciously attended the 
Vietnamese ceremony the previous day and had 
accepted the gift of "captured Vietcong weapons” 
with profuse thanks. "I let the Vietnamese 
make their propaganda. I understand such things,” 
he says. 

But the South Vietnamese had publicized their 
largess, and news of it had spread to Phnom Penh. 
"This morning Lon Nol sent a message demanding 
some of the 4,025 captured weapons for the de- 
fense of Phnom Penh,” says Gen, Fernandez, ”1 
tried to explain that they were our guns to 
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begin with, and that they do not shoot, but per- 
haps Lon Nol did not believe me." 

What's more, says the general, "Perhaps 
the Americans will hear of all the weapons we 
have been given and will think Cambodia needs 
no American aid. " 

"So I burn all the rifles. Otherwise they 
cause me more trouble," he says decisively. 

Back at South Vietnamese regimental head- 
quarters, the Cambodian liaison officer, a 50- 
year-old sergeant who wears battle ribbons from 
the French Indochina army, is sadly watching 
two drunk ARVN soldiers weave around a clearing 
in a jeep occasionally colliding with coconut 
trees. "My jeep," says the sergeant,. He ex- 
plains that the Vietnamese soldiers had relieved 
him of his jeep the night before and replaced 
its Cambodian insignia with a Vietnamese marking. 

At six o'clock the next morning the South 
Vietnamese break camp and move out in a long 
convoy of trucks and jeeps. Even as the 
vehicles pull out, Cambodian soldiers begin 
drifting in to scavenge among the piles of empty 
ammo boxes, shell cannisters, tin cans, bent 
bicycle frames, spilled rice bags and chicken 
bones. The same scene had been enacted a hundred 
times before in South Vietnam, with ARVN soldiers 
scrounging in American refuse piles. But the 
pickings are better at American bases. 

The ARVN convoy rolls slowly down Highway 
No. 4 toward Phnom Penh, then swings south 
toward the province capital of Takeo. The roads 
are largely deserted Several small towns along 
the route are badly damaged. Others seem intact 
but boarded up and abandoned. 

However, the countryside is still populated, 
and every half mile or so the convoy passes a 
cluster of Cambodian men standing along the 
roadside. The Cambodians show absolutely no 
emotion, no smiles, no waves, only blank or 
sullen stares, At one village near Phnom Penh 
a portly Cambodian officer begins to applaud as 
the convoy rolls past All the other onlookers 
remain totally impassive, and his applause dies 
away . 
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BLACK LEADERS ACQUITTED OF "CONSPIRACY" IN LOUISVILLE 
LIBERATION News Service 

LOUISVILLE, Ky. ( LNS) -- After two long years of 
legal proceedings, the Black Six of Louisville are 
free. Charged with "conspiracy to destroy private 
property" during the uprising in Louisville's West 
End ghetto in May of 1968, the six militant leaders 
-- Ruth Bryant, Robert Kuyu, Manfred Reid, Pete 
Cosby, James Cortez, and Sam Hawkins -- heard Judge 
S. Rush Nicholson instruct the jury on July 7 after 
a nine-day trial to return a "not guilty" verdict 
Nicholson's decision was based on the prosecution's 
complete failure to present any evidence that the 
Six were ever all together in one place at any time 
before or during the 1968 rebellion. 

The judge’s order for a directed verdict 
brought cries of joy and relief from the defendants 
and their supporters in the small courtroom. In the 
22 months since their original arraignment, the 
defendants had their trial moved out of Louisville 
-- where the prosecution feared a bias in favor of 
the defendants -- to a small Kentucky town and then 
back to the bigger city again. One defendant, James 
Cortez, a former SNCC worker, is still in jail on 
a five-year term for allegedly transporting a sawed- 
off shotgun across state lines, a charge also 
brought in the wake of the Louisville rebellion. 

In a press conference held the day of the verdict, 

Sam Hawkins noted that the Louisville case was the 

first victory for black leaders around the country 

fighting conspiracy charges . He expressed the hope 

that Rap Brown, the New York Panther 21, and the New 

Haven 9 would be as successful as the Louisville Six. 

"We are tired," he said, "of having to go into court 
and defend ourselves against conspiracy charges just 
because we want to be free. The black people of 
Louisville will unite around this victory -- and 
help our brothers around the country" 

During the 1968 uprising that produced the Black 
Six case, two black youths, 14 and 19 years old, 
were killed -- one by a white cop with a sawed-off 
shotgun, and the other by a white merchant No 
charges were brought against the two whites. 
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"Nothing is further from the thought and style of the 
founder of Marxism than empty talk, than putting a 
strait jacket on ideas" -- Fidel Castro 
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A HOT FOURTH OF JUL'l BREAKS ON THE WEST COAST 
by Karen Wald 
LIBERATION News Service 

BERKELEY, Calif ( LNS) -- Berkeley street 
people and radicals celebrated America's In- 
dependence Day on July 4 as "Liberation Day" 
with block parties and attacks on business and 
institutions around the city. At least one of the 
parties was B VO F ; bring your own flag -- an 
NLF or Pathet Lao flag to wave, or an American 
flag to burn 

A rally was held in recently re-named Ho 
Chi Minh Park to celebrate the victories of Cam- 
bodian forces in recapturing most of their home- 
land; the forthcoming return of Huey Newton to 
the streets of Oakland; and the liberation of 
women. 

During the week before the rally, the city 
had been burning with small, scattered acts of 
arson that kept the underpaid firemen running 
back and forth The firemen are now prepared to 
go on strike. 

In addition, a bomb damaged a portion of the 
South and Southeast Asian Studies Center, a 
"think-tank" connected with the University of 
California The Center is involved in research 
on revolutionary movements in Asia and has ties 
to various agencies of the Federal Government 
The peace signs, prominently displayed m its 
windows, show where peace signs are at these 
days , 

Around 10 pm on the Fourth, people from 
the Ho Chi Minh Park rally began heading spon- 
taneously for Telegraph Avenue, joining up with 
several hundred others from different parties 
and rallies who had had the same idea Berkeley 
police were caught 10 : a; l/ : -f' guard -- an hour 
of trashing took place against rip-off businesses, 
especially new car -dealers 

When the cops finally moved, they used a 
Multiple Baton Shell a new weapon picked up 
from the Hong Kong police The metal shell, shot 
from a tear-gas riot gun, contains five barrel- 
shaped wooden blocks packed in tightly When the 
trigger of the gun 1 ^ pulled, the five blocks 
shoot out for a distance of 75 yards The po- 
lice claim the device is "nor -lethal" though 


"intended to be extremely painful when hitting a 
person." What this means in practice is that, 
if fired from a "proper distance" of over 30 yards, 
the blocks probably won't kill anyone They might, 
conceded a police spokesman, break arms, or jaws, or 
knock out eyes. He also . admit ted that if fired 
"inappropriately" fat a distance of less than 30 
yards) , the new weapons could kill. 

Police made it clear that they have begun using 
their new riot weapon because of the growing inef- 
fectiveness of tear gas when used against Berkeley 
people , "It has become obvious that gas is not the 
answer," said Lt Hewitt of the Berkeley Police, 
referring to the tendency of people to pick up the 
cannisters and heave them back instead of running 
away Hewitt explained that the wooden blocks are 
too light to be returned at a great distance. The 
Hong-Kong gun is similar to a gang of cops jumping 
on and clubbing someone repeatedly -- all this 
without any advance warning or any chance to put 
your hands over your face or head for protection * 

Although the police claimed to be totally un- 
prepared for the attack on Telegraph Avenue, they 
had helped to lay the groundwork for it earlier in 
the evening with a vicious and unprovoked attack 
on Reverend Richard York, a minister of the Berk- 
eley Free Church. York was walking down the 
street with his wife when a patrol car pulled 
alongside * 

"You'd better run, motherfucker," the cops 
called out to Dick,. When he didn't, they jumped 
out and beat and clubbed him repeatedly, leaving 
him with bruises and a severe concussion- There 
was no indication that they intended to arrest him. 

The atmosphlj?£/$i£ r frretty tense around Tele- 
graph Avenue when the Liberation Day celebrants, 
waving NLF and Pathet Lao flags, merged into a 
stream that flowed into the area south of the 
University of California campus to attack the 
businesses there which exploit the Berkeley com- 
munity. A car was rolled out from the showroom of 
one of the hated car-dealers, but the police moved 
in with their new wooden baton-missiles before 
the people could deal with the vehicle in the 
proper manner 

Out in the San Francisco Peninsula in Palo 
Alto, four police-officers were injured by an angry 
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crowd of young people when the cops tried to 
cut off the sound system of a Fourth of July 
rock concert and political rally. 'Ihc officer 
who first cut off the sound was surrounded, 
kicked, and beaten by kids before reinforcements 
were sent in. Thousands of dollars worth of 
plate-glass windows were smashed in the action 
that followed- Youths attacked banks, the local 
reactionary newspaper, the telephone company, and 
a notoriously high-priced department store. The 
cops arrested 17 people, including the seven mem- 
bers of the band who refused to stop playing when 
the police ordered them to do so 
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PI GANG I A AT THE SENATE 
INTERNAL SECURITY SUBCOMMITTEE 
LIBERATION News Service 

SAN FRANCISCO (LNS) -- The U-S. Senate has 

finally figured out that radical students don’t 

like the police, In a Senate Internal Security 

subcommittee (formerly HUAC) hearing, Cecil M. 

Pharris, a member of the San Francisco police 

intelligence unit (The Red Squad) said that "The 

New Left militant has launched a semantic attack 

against the police by calling them animal names 

and obscene hypenated terms/’ 

further testified that 
Pharris/ removing police academies from 

college campuses has become as important to stu- 
dents as the abolition of the draft, U.S parti- 
cipation in Vietnam, and smashing the ROTC pro- 
gram. He admitted that the entire text of his se- 
cret information came from publicly distributed 
leaflets and newspapers , 

The Red Squad’s chart of Bay Area movement 
groups includes San Franc ;scc State’s Third 
World Liberation F v ont, which disbonded one year 
ago, and Berkeley's Medical Aid to the Viet 
Cong Committee, defunct for three years 

A subcommittee staff member questioned Phar- 
ris about the San Francisco State Legal Defense 
Committee : 

MR SOURWINL: N^w , you soy ’’these people 
Whom do you refei to' 

MR. PHARRIS I h e author d 1 the publication. 

MR. SOURWINL* Well, who- are they ' 

MR. PHARRIS 1 It is printed on the back cover 

and it s ay s San F r an c i s c - S t ^. c Legal 
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Committee 

MR. SOURWINL; Do you have any names? 

MR. PHARRIS: No sir. That is one thing they 
are quite careful about, not signing anything, 

Pharris then concluded, ’’Violence and disre- 
gard for authority, particularly against the police, 
is so commonplace today that when an officer makes 
an arrest, it is not unusual that additional of- 
ficers have to be called m to stand by to pre- 
clude a crowd from gathering and attempting to 
assault the officer and rescue the criminal, This 
type of mob action is not unusual and in most 
major cities it has become normal procedure to 
ask for covering police units even on the most 
routine traffic check " 

The report, ’’Extent of Subversion in the New 
Left 1 - -Testimony of Inspector Cecil M t Pharris, 

San Francisco Police Department,” is available 
from the U,.S. Government Printing Office in 
Washington for 55 cents. Many Senators and Con- 
gressmen customarily send their constituents 
such documents free of charge. 
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[Thanks to College Press Service for the material 
in the above article.] 
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WHO WILL BE MY FRIDAY GAL? 

NEW YORK (LNS) -- Remember the days when every 
one-man office was run by a Gal Friday, when every 
silver-templed executive couldn’t get along with- 
out his old faithful? 

Gals (Monday through) Friday are becoming 
’’almost impossible to find” these days, laments 
the president of Personel Opportunities, Inc,, 
according to the Wall Street Journal, 

One. company tried renaming its ”steno pool” 
the ’’office services pool” but nobody was fooled* 

And it doesn’t take long for women to realize that 
the title "administrative assistant” means typing 
and coffee runs 

A Barnard College placement official reports 
that ’’seniors and alumnae are more, and more un- 
willing to take secretarial jobs” Why? Ac- 
cording to one college graduate, "It's repugnant 
to my nature and my career path to be a Gal Fri- 
day because the title connotes doing the man’s 
d i rty work . ” 
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TOP George Habash leader of the Popular front for the Liberation of Palestine, talking to hostages 
at the Intercontinental Hotel in Amman, captured by the guerillas during the June fighting. 
BOTTOM Revolutionary militiawoman guarding the hotel the swimming pool is in the background. 

Credit P.L.O. for both pictures and see Packet # 270 for story 
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Credit Brad Breuer/ Black Panther Party newspaper , /LNS. 
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TOP: HIGH SCHOOL STUDENT IN ASBURY PARK. BANDAGED ARM IS RESULT OF PELLETS SHOT BY POLICE. 
BOTTOM: ASBURY PARK RESIDENT DESCRIBES WHAT HAPPENED TO HIM THE NIGHT POLICE SHOT OVER A 
HUNDRED PEOPLE. 

BOTH PHOTOS BY ANNE DOCKERY /LNS 
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Kids overturning a light truck in the Reflecting Pool in Wash. D.C on „uly 4th. See story on P. 16 
Credit Terry Becke' , Quicksilver Times /LNS 
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